
"No, I was just dolmtlng whether I'd
nsk Wlddcr Groeno. Sho's novor llkod
mo, I thlnk, but 'twould, bo mean t'
sllght,hor. Sho'd novor got ovor talk¬
lng, too."

"lf sho's thnt way, it sooms to mo
it's bost to havo a llttlo charlty, nnd
nsk hor," roplled John,
"Do,.auntlo, I'd llko to soo hor," ox-

clalmod Tressn, her curloslty compatl-
.hlo wlth hor.yenra,
At 8 o'ciock Seth Crnno mado tho

roumls of the vlllngo nnd dollverod nt
every door an Invltntion to Mlss Hcp-
sy's Christmas nlght.
1 'And John Bawson roturned to hls
room at Junctlon Houso, full of gront
penco and lovo toward all men.
"Snow, auntlo, all ovor, Qverywhcro,

see!" sald Tressa, as sho Jumped out
oC b'ed Christmas morning, nenrly
throw Ing over a lot of packagos somo
ono had placed by hor bodsido.
Tho vlllage was soon astlr. Tressa

opcneil hor storo of packagos, and klss-
cd her aunt for overy ono.
About 10 o'ciock Mlss Hopsy oponod

tho old molodeon In tho parlor ond
sang a carol for Christmas. "Allolula!
Joy to tho world!" she sang, and allfo-
tlmo of happlness trembled ln ovory
note. Sho was almost afrald tho nolgh-
bors would guess her socrot ns sho
sang, but Tressa soon jolned ln, and
her mint _elt more nt ense.

Kltty Moonoy hnd stopped In to lend
fi holplng hand, and the blg turkoy
wns soon in readlness for tho slow pro-
coss of cooklng. All tho jolllcs hnd
heen propared dnys ngo, and tho plckle-
shelf wa? well stockcd.

"It sli'll bo a super thoy'll never for-
glt," sald Mlss lleps'y to Tressa. "I'vo
hnd no ono horo for.a year come thls
spring, an* I want lt' fine! Would you
,tisg lll' hliio chlny, Tressa?" sho asked,
ns she stood on n wooden kitchen chair
nnd took a cup betwoen her flngers.
:' "Oh, yes, auntlo? It's so beautiful,
ho oue'll bo so mean as to break a sln-
ple plece."
And Tressa's admlratlon and porsua-

glon,wou her aunt.
,'"*9t candle-light the small, neat houso
rwas ln readlness, and tho dlnlng-room
a mass of evergreens, Christmas ber-
ries and mtstletoe. ln the square par¬
lor Kittio Moonoy had hung n largo
plece of mlstletoe fro ma screw in tho
.celllng, "jes' over yer head, Mls' I-Iep-
sy," sho sald, "whoro he'll bo afthor
klssln' yor," and Mlss I-Icpsy blushcd
several tlmes.

j1 "Cnn you play a march, Tressa?"
asked tho prospectlvo brldo, hoplng her
plece was sufTiclontly educated.

) "Oh, yos'm! I know several. Tho
jirettlest ls tho Turklsh march," and
Sho played lt as woll as sho could on

)the old yellow keys.
That'll do," sald Miss Ilepsy, de-

Ightedly. "It's beautiful." And sho
tolt ontlrely ready. Tho pearl-gray
\iross lay on the bed, and a big bunch
't>t white roscs tliat hnd just come from
ijii '*

k

John, Thoso sho would carry ln hor
hands;

"AVoll, I nover!"' oxclalincd tho Wld¬
ow Grecno, as sho sat In Mlss Hepsy's
parlor wlth tho rest of tho guests.
"Somethln's up, suro's I'm allvol Dld
you ovor hear of a party, nn* no hostoss
t' roccivo you but that chlt of a chlld,
an' Kltty Moonoy?"
"Not V.actly," ropllctl Jcrushy Martin,

"but MIs' Hopsy knows hor mlnd. It's
somo surprlso or nuthor."
Lucindy Grlmos and tho Colllnsoi

noddod ln assent,
Trcssa had scnted herself nt tho mc-

dolcon and was playlng.
"It sounds prctty nlco, don't lt?" ask¬

ed Matllda Colllns of tho wldow.
"Sorter," sald shc, "but I llko a plnny

bcttor.
Somo ono was comlng from tho next

room, all resplondont ln gray, wlth a
big btinch of cream roses ln ono hand.
Hor halr was-all puffed, llko tho plc-
turo In Mrs. Colllns's parlor. It was
Mlss Hopsy, and sho fairly took Wldow
Croono'B brcatli away. And a mnn
Ftood nbnr."a tall, nlco-lookin' man,"
whlspered Jorushy Martin; nnd no ona
knew hlm. Beforo tho fascJnatcd com¬

pany could uttor another word, Par-
son Blatr stood up and road tho mar¬

ringo sorvlco. Mlss Hepsy's voico rnng
out swootly In "I do;" and somo ono
was klsslng tho brido.

"I nevor seed such a surprise!" sald
Wldow Grccno, fnnning herself wlth
tho turkoytall feather fan; for sho felt
ns wnrm os on n Juno day: "dld you,
MIs' Colllns? It beats mo, Tll declaro
on 't?"
"Not senco Bcss Frascr runncd "way."
Every one then went up and klsscd

tho brido, and Kltty Mooney asked
them in to supper. And there was tho
bluo chlna.every pleco of it.as dalnty
and fragilo as anything they'd ever
seen. ,

"Klhder 'frnld to tcch lt!" sald Lu¬
clnda to tho wldow.
"Why, ain't you got 'nough senso to

hold' lt twixt your IlngorsV" nnd tho
wldow, bravely plckcd up hor cup. But
Luclnda could soo tho llrm grlp sha
had upon it.
Daniel Scllers wns proposing n lonst

to tho biTdo, and wlshed thom joy, long
llfo nnd prosperlty.
Every ono roso In nfflrmatlon.
"'Twas long ago," somo one heard

MIs' Hepsy say, "John went 'cross tho
sons, an' we was to 'vo married as soon

as he come back. A'ears passod an' I
dkln't hear no nows of hlm. Then wc
moved away, an' I came hero. Mother
died. an' I sat ovoning after evenlng
alone. Seemed as If no joy would over
como bnck to mo, tlll a lettor camo

from John. Ho had tracked mo out In
somo way, an' como back to me."
"H roads llke ono o' thom stories

In your red book. Jorushy." sald tho
wlilow, whp felt at poaco now with hor
nolghbbr.
Then- everybofly cheerod for Mlss

Hepsy nnd hor husband.

The Taleof a Feline
By ALBERT BIGELOW PAINE.

HE CAME to us in his early llfo,
during thc flrst summer of
our suburban residence. Ho
was not an ostentatious eat,
but a bedrabbled and bleary-

jeyed shred of gray that sat gtiardlng
)6ur milk bottles ono mornlng when I
jbpened thc back door. Indeed, I havo
feehlom seen a moro forlorn speclmen
than was our statoly "Pussum" at thls
Jtbe momont o£ our introductlon,
1: I forgot hlm prosontly, and was rath-
»r surpriscd when somewhat later I
Jioard tlio'Tlttlo woman" announco tliat
Jiiero was a kltton cllnging to tho
TBCreen door and crying to como in.' I
wont out to investlgate, and found him
palf-way up tho screen. Not belng
fcblo to get through the wlro, ho had
#lJmbed lt.
d I pushod open the screen, and beg-
ped him to doscond. Thls was linpos-
teiblc.he had not planned for rotroa't.
fclls tondency was to cllmb higher, I
mns not eagor'to touch him, but thero
ticomed no altornativo. I dotachod him
ifroin tho wlro. I dld not klck hlm. I
(frould scorn to klck a eat, espoclally
jnicli a eat, I simply lifted him with
JAiy foot, and plantcd him in our expori-
fttont garden. Ho doscribed nn nro, and
iaiaappeared among the tomnto vlnos.
(Fllnging wldo tlio door, I rushed ln, un-

tyvilling to lnvestlgato the result of my
frlolonco, A sound from behind caused
Xbo to start and turn. Ho wns hnlf-
iwny up tho screen, und going higher.

(U I openod tho pul'tnl gcnlly. "Coirio
ln, little strangor," I snld. And thus
j[t was tho prodlgal became ti part of
mir housohold,

?J? 'Ab tho days pnssed, the strangor
*row strong and beautiful Not belng
J>uro Maltcso, I ntimed hlm nt llrst
'w,"|»»'" '-««? h>i« Utla uoinehow soetn-

cd frlvolous, and savored of advertis¬
ing, whoreas "Pussum" camo trlpplngly
from tho tongue, and expressed more

affectlonately tho deep regard and nd-
mlratlon which he prcscntly awakened
ln us nll. Whatever may havo been
hls past, lt was left hehlnd wlth hla
bleary oyes and hls omaclatod tall.
Both were flno and expresslve wlthln
the month, and daily ho grew in graco
and nOhle solf-respect. None know blm
but tb lovo him, and tho occaslonal
mouse, which I caught for him In a

trap, was a sllght tokon awarded ln
appreclation of hls sterling quulltios
and unfallng appotlto,

I have never seen a cat display moro

engerness for mlco. Por as much as

half a day, sometlmes, ho would
watch the empty trap, doubtloss rocall-
Ing joys already tasted and thoso stlll
to come. For me to begin setting it
was tlio slgnal of vlolont enthuslasni
on tho pnrt of our falthful mousor, and
at morning ho lnvarlably rushod foar-

lossly to tho spot. whcro tho trap was

known'to do Its most efflciont work.

Thore ls even a rumor nmong our "pro-
clous ones" that "Pussum" onco cap¬
tured n mouso on hs own account. But
tho testlmony In tho caso Is confuslng
and contradlctory. I am forced to bo¬
lleve the reports of thls mouse's death
hnve been "grossly oxaggerated." I-Tow-
evor this may be, tho advent of "Pus¬
sum" has been much to us all, and lf
wo knew hls blrthday wo would ndd to
it to our annlvorsnrles.
"Pussum" Is relinblo In other wnys.

Even from tho beginning ho wns ln¬
ellnod to bo sober nnd dlgnlfled, nnd
dld nol destroy-frall objocts ln tho wild
gambols of kttonfiood,
Me was old nnd rolloctlvo oven ln

hn vouth, and tho ways of othor cat*

aro not Hls ways. Most young cnts,
and many old ones, nro common

thlovcs, roady to loap on tho dlnncr-
tablo nnd grab somothlng tho moment
your bnck ls turned. "Possuni' is dls-
tlnctly uncommon in thoso mattors. Ho
.wcmld scorn to mako n flying oxhlbl-
tlon of lilmsolf llk_ that, or to conceal
IiIb designs. Ho oven may bo left ln tho
aindng-room alone wlth safety. It ls
only whon wo oro all scatod, and gen¬
oral fenstlng Is in progress,'that with
tho aid of a convenlent chair ho wlll
calmly clltnb up, and iosuruly solect
such portlons of tho food as to pleaso
him. If rcstrnlncd at thoso tlmos, ho
regards us wlth reproach, and con-
tlnuos his solcction. If repulsod, ho
rotrlros wlth dlgnity, nnd returns
prosontly wlth renowod determlnatlon.
Aftor all, ho is tho same kllten who
pneo cllmbed tho screen door and ral-
lied to vlctory from tho tomato vlncs.
But though a hero of perscveranee,

"Pussum" is not dlstlngulshed as a
warrlor. Ilo has falth ln dscretlon, nnd
la willing to roly on hls speed rather
than upon hls sklll and prowoss in con-
fllct. Not that ho is a coward.at
lcast, not cravenly so. When onco faced
ln tho rlght dlrectlon. I hnvo seen him
defy auccossfully a random dog, or
tho ton pound tom "tlger" across tho
way. Hls dlfficulty scoms to bo
tn gettlng lrito tho attltudo nnd
dlrectlon of war. Porhaps hls
objeet ln runnlng is to get far
enough nhead to cnablo him to turn
around. Ho does fight, too, for ho
sometlmes bears tho oarmarks of bat¬
tle. I supposo they catch him now
and then, On tho morning after
Thanksglving ho had a lump on hls-
forehend, nnd still moro reeentiy ho
returned in a mlxed condition of mud
and water and humlllatlon after a
nighl's tfbsenco. Ho lamented dls-
mal'.y whllo I had him in tho tub. prob¬
ably cxplaining how tho cyclono had
ovortaken him beforo ho could mako
harbor, and glving other valuable tes-
timony.
One nlght I heard a violent alterca-

tlon just outslde my window, and when
no longer able to rcstraln my curloslty,
I rose and looked Into tho moonlight.
A half-grown tree stands by our side-
walk. It was lato autumn, and tho
leaves had dlsappeared. They had
been roplaced with somothlng larger.
I dld not at flrst reallze -r.-hat tho blaclc
bunches woro that docorated tho r/v-
eral limbs and forks of the llttlo tree.
Thon ono of the bunches moved; then
all of them howled. Then I observed
that It waa a treo of cats. On tho
topmost b'ough there swung and bal-
anced a fellno form that evidently had
bcen drlven to a last retreat.

I dosconded to the kitchen, and ro¬

turned wlth coal. Leaning out, I flung
a hurtllng handful, that resulted ln a

sudon and wild explosion of cats,
leavlng a single form stlll balanclng
on Iho topmost bough. Somothlng
about Its outllno caused me to dlscon-
tlnuo the anthraclto treatment. Then,
tho coast belng qulto clear, thero was

a cautlous doscent, a stealthy sllpping
along tho path bolow, and Into tho
white moonlight beneath my window
thero stoppod wlth solemn troad our

own great, gray, roliablo "Pussum."

Somohow we never connected "Pus¬
sum" wlth romanco, for he wns so

statoly and rescrvod ln hla treatment
of hla nolghbors. Even when wo saw

him considoring wlth vaguo interest
the slendor black-and-whlto cat who
occuplod tho collar of tho vacant houso
next door, wo did not regard the mat¬
ter as moro than a casual ncqualn-
tanceshlp. Anyhow. being Intcrested
in bulldlng a now addltlon to our houso,
and la our garden Ing, we woro too busy
to tnko moro than a passlng Interest In
"Pussum's" affairs.

On tho wholo, lt scemed to bo a

rather hard summer for "Pussum," Hls

favorlto corners woro disordered; his
favorlto cushlons tumblod nnd upsot.
Less than this has drlven moro than
ono bachelor to domostlelty, and por¬
haps, aftor all, wo woro to blamc.

When tho houso was sottlod at last,
he returned much as usual, and pres-

cntly foll Into disfavor, through a

perstatonco ln occupylng a nowly and

bluely upholstered chair, which wo

were trying to koop handsomo and froo

from halra. Repeated ovictlon and dlro

throats woro of no avall, "Pussum".
slopt .ln tho chair whonovor lt etood
upright, and protosted whon lt was

mado unlnhabltahlo with a book, or

whon its anglo mado rost a matter ot
dlscomfort and. porll.

lt was thls later UJ.kindnosn on ou?.
part that rcsullcd In dlsnstor to tli«
ohalr, and In deep dlsgraco on tho
part of "Pussutn." I Btippo.'io I tlppcd
tho chatr a llttlo too suddonly, and
"Pussum" liolng dreamlng porhnp»
thought ho was falllng over a prccl-
plco. At all ovcnls, ho clawod antl
clung dosporatoly, wlth tho result that
thoro woro two long sllts In tho "bluu
fabric that wero as wounds In our

hcarts. AVhon hc was ilnally captured
and banlshed, t sald that thls was tho
end. At sunrlso ho should dlo. It was

simply a qucstlon whether I wotlld ti«
our llttlo follno brother to a troe nnd
ubo hlm for tnrgot practlco, or tako
hlm down eollar andj qulotly romov*

hls head with my now saw. On tho
wholo I preferred tho raw, but llio
"proclous ones" becamo vlolont at mon-

tlon of such a mcthod. Thoy wero fo*
ovcrlooklng tho wholo affalr and do¬
clared that nothing should harm a half
of tholr "dartlng eat." Stlll I was un-

forglvlng, and that forenoon.which
was sunny and Sunday.when I savf,
hlm bllnklng at mo from tho steps,
whllo I filled the vases from tho inari-

gold patch, I was lndlffcrent and cool
ln my manncr toward hlm, Prcsently,
Bomcthlng wtis rubblng against my log,
nnd purrlng. I was surpriscd at thls.
lt was not "Pussum'a" way. Kcithor
was lt "Pussum," for. when I looked
down I saw lt was tho slcnder, and

hitherto wild, black-and-whlto eat from

tho vacant eollar next door.

"AVell," I sald, "what does thls mean?
AA'hat do you want?"
Tho black-and-whlto^ cnt looked up

pleadlngly, and contlnued to rub nnd

purr.
"No, go away," I growled; "wo do

not want yoti. AVo'vo got one eat too

mnny now."
The black-and-whlto eat looked up.

"That's Just what I want to talk about,"
sho purred. "Our poor 'Pussum.' "

"Oh, our poor 'Pussum!' I'm.well.
novor mlnd our poor 'Pussum.' Ho's.

ln disgrace. He's torn my beautiful
new chalr wlth hls c.laws."

"Y'es," assented the black-and-whit«
eat, thoughtfully, "I know. But do you

always llko to bo pushed out of your
favorito seat? And don't you somc-

tlmes havo accldents, too?"
"What has that to do wlth It? 'Puss¬

um' ls a eat. AVo gavo hlm a good
homo.ho should appreclate it. He was

a stray eat, and we took him ln."
"I.I am a Btary, too," murmurcd

tho black-and-whlto eat.
"Woll, what of lt? What has that

to do with 'Pussum'?"
"I know how much ho must appro-

clate his nlco home," tho black-and-
whito eat purred, softly. "I know ha

doos. too, for he has told m° about It,
and of how good you aro to hlm. I

hopo you wlll forgivo hlm."
"Oh, well," I sald, "I supposo wo

must. Go away now, and don't bothcr
me."
The black-and-whlte eat nqstled

closer. "Ono thlng more," she Bald.
"Do you know that I.I'm 'Pussum'S*
comfort, hls companlon In grlef and
sorrow, and that I havo no frlends or

home?"
What was tho use? After that tho

black-and-whlte eat took up residenco
ln "Pussum'a" eollar, and nto out of
"Pussum'a" pan.
Thelr family camo along In tlmo to

brlghten the dull wlntor days. Thero
wero three of them. and tho rcsem-

blance was qtiito Btrong on both sldes.
I have nover seen a prouder mother
than tho black-and-whlto eat. As for
"Pussum," hls Interest was one of
curloslty rathor than of paternal soli-
citudo. He removed his quarters to a

dlstant part of tho eollar, perhaps so

that ho mlght enjoy a nlght's rest.
AVhen I brought hlm to tho box ot cx-

colsior, and dropped hlm down among
his family, ho seemed dlsturbod, and
tho lavlsh ondearmerjts of tho black-
and-whlto eat, who put her faco to his
and purred and mv-npurcd and carossed
hlm, only caused Mn to draw away,
wlth minglcd embarrassment and Indif-
foronco.

(Copyrlght by Joseph B. Bowlos.)

No Right to Complain.
"Soo here!" crlcd the lrato man, "I pro-

poso to buo you. Look »t my head! You
professod to cure.."
"Wall a tnlnute," Intcrrupted tlio makor

of Kukolny'H IlulBum; "wo advertlao morely
that wo curo partlnl baldnoss r.nil not--"

"Woll, I was only partially bald \nhan I
Btartod u.lng your Stuff; wht I liavcn't %
halr!"

"Woll, thon you're curod your pnrtlal
baldneus, arun't _.«?".Cattfcllo Standard
and Tlmes.


